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Entomologist of Society

By Burton Rascoe

GLIMPSES OF THE MOON. By Edith Wharton,
Co. New York: 1532,

HIS is the story of the triumph of true love
evil. Mrs. Wharton, doubtless,
cheap and common a description
cisely, what, from one point of view, it s, It is perhaps a little

tto find a moral in a book by a novelist who {s conspicuously lack-
ing in moral fervor; and yet by so obse.r_\dns the moral quality of this
gtory, we hit strangely enough, upon Mrs. Wharton’s chiefest quality as
s writer—her detachment. No one, not even Flaubert, has ever with-
drawn himself so completely from the pages of his book, and no one has,
for this reason, so completely let his story tell itself. When Mrs. Whar-
ton's lovers proceed through certain hazards to a happy and moral end-
ing, there is the same sort of inevitability about it as there is when, sot
is miotion upon a given track, a locomotive arrives eventually at a given
terminus, Mrs. Wharton sees that the valves are set, the bunkers stoked
and the engine oiled; but we are no more conscious of her personal con-
tribution to the story's progress than we are of the engineer’s personal
contribution to the progress of an express train we see flitting by at a dis-
tance on a summer evening, There is something trim and neat and
graceful about the train and about her novel; we may speculate about
the passengers aboard the train and between the covers of her book; .we
may thank our stars we are not bound for Pittsburgh in a stuffy Pullman
or going to Fontainebleau by the uneasy route of debased self-respect and
sponging, or we may think how nice it would be to be going somewhere,
just to be going. But the odd thing about it iz that we are likely to be
gs little concerned, personally, with Mrs. Wharton’s characters as ghe is
perself. We are likely to think they are vague and distant people going
gomewhere on & train, instead of flesh and blood persons having real
tragedies of their emotions.
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over the forces of
would expire of shock at so
of her novel; but that is, pre-
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That is the fault with Mrs. Wharton's method.
felt very strongly about Emma Bovary; Mrs. Wharton's emotions are
not at all engaged by Nick and Susy Lansing. A veritable J. Henri Fabre
of the social apiary, she watches the movements of the insecta and
records them minutely, accurately and dispassionately, with a sort of
selentific interest. There is no irony in her record, for irony is & method
of comment and Mrs. Wharton never comments, (It is as much a mistake
to call Mrs. Wharton an ironist as it is to call her a satirist, both designa-
tions implying an interpretation of things seen.) There is about her work,
indeed, a rather chill, serene factuality which, in easence, iy only a su-
perior sort of reporting. The drones, she says, in effect, do so and so;
there are certain parasites which have such and such characteristics, and
on a certain day I saw this and that take place. Not once, or at least
almost never, does she take up a specimen.and say, “Now, this js a jolly
iittle bug. I have a real fondness for the scamp. Something I observed
him doing the other day endeared him to me. He is a little wild, a little
foolish, & braggart and an egotist, and entirely devoid of a moral sense;
but he has & heart of gold. Certain instinets make him very human and
Ukable.” Indeed, Mrs. Wharton has less sentiment toward her insects
than Fabre had toward his. Fabre's bugs often take on qualities we

recognize as human because of his sympathy toward them. while Mrs, |
Wharton's human beings seldom seem more than slugs and parasites, |

moths end butterflies.
[ ¥ *

And so, when she takes a young married couple such as Nick and
Susy Lansing, with a “well polarized love for each other, and sees them
through a definite course of events, the moral conclusion, the happy end-
ing, the adjustment of difficulties—all is conclusive and not factitious.
You know that, so loving, such & couple would inevitably weather the
glorms of their own weaknesses and of the disintegrating forces about
them, The difficulty is that you, as a reader, are not overwhelmingly in-
terested in whether they do weather the storms or not, and you rather
wish, at moments, that Mrs. Wharton would, in the interest of drama
i not of art, whip up a terrific, unexpected gale and set Nick and Susy
awash on the high seas of real tragedy, if only that she might
sve them in a burst of heroism and thus, by her act, show at least that
ahe cared enough for them as human beings to risk her (artistic) life
for them.

As it is, the only character in the book for whom one can work up
any conceivable regard is the amiable bounder, Strefford. Mrs. Wharton
grants him the attention of a discreet wink, and we love her for it. For
Busy and Niclk we can, after 200 pages, only wonder how Mrs. Wharton
I8 going to contrive to find another rent-free house for them on the face
of Europe. After so many pages of sponging incidents, after so many
scrifices of scruples in the interest of expediency, after so many ac-
eeptances of material favors in return for debasing acts, the story becomes

frightfully repetitious. Only the intimate picture it gives of life as it is
lived among the leisured and sophisticated class of cosmopolitans eaves
the story toward the end. . That picture iz neither pretty nor edifying;
but neither is it particularly disgraceful in its implications. It is very
much the same sort of picture of human hates, envies, banalities, duplici-
tles and weaknesses as one might get from a camera study of any cother
stratum of life.

The story, briefly, is that of a well-bred, popular young couple, fa-
vorites of society and living on their wits as Xheir only resource. They
sponge through a remarkable series of adventures, making sacrifices to
personal honor with each acceptance of new favors, They see where such
conduct might lead, but they are both—and especially Susy—unwilling to
&lve up the life of leisure, comfort and luxury which is so readily thrust
upen them by wives who require their assistance in deceiving their hus-
bands and such drab little activities. They get fed up on this in time
and, having been brought to their senses sbout their mutual need for
each other, they forswear, when a propitious opportunity arises, the life
which has galled them all along. There is, possibly, to some a serious
flaw in Mrs. Wharton’s conclusion that now that Nick has begun to break

into the highbrow magazines as a literary free lance with some travel
articles. on Crete the harried couple can live the life to which they have
been accustomed on the checks Nick will receive, The earnings from such
Articles for a year would not buy Susy's hats for a single season.

covered for myself to-day that Wins-
low Homer was a master of water
tul_o::; in thi= fleld he has done, in my
opinion, much more interesting and
artistic work than in oils, There is an
interesting Blake in the same room, in

A Bookman’s
Day Book

Flaubert, we know, |

Continued from page four
Binger Sargent. The boy, who is older,
bas reslly interesting reactions, I dis-

Fifth Large Printing

ADRIENNE
TONER

Anne Douglas
Sedgwick

“Among the first of the
honest studies in fiction of
erican women.”’—Zona

Gale.
| £2.00 at all bookstores !

HOUGHTON MIFFLIN CO. |

e N

CALLED PETER

By Robert Keable
Author of *“Standing By”

A poignantly beautiful, strong
and sincere movel which is
causing unusual discussion—
both for and against the book.

82.00 at eny booskslop

E. P. Dutton & Co., 681 5th Ave., N. Y.

a small but representative collection
of Blakes; this one has u Biblical pa-
triarch wearing a broad-brimmed hat,
fashionable during the last century.
Blake needed the hat to balance some
other lines, but it is amusing. i
Went to a tea given by Bernadine
Szold and Jane Burr this afternoon,
Allan Tanner lenyed some Secriabine
very deftly and showed me the score
of some new compositions Szumanow-
ski had sent him from Paris. Thyra
Samter Winslow, the short-story
writer, who is to have a volume of her
excellent stories published by Knopf
| in the fall, came in just in time to pick
‘s. quarrel with me before I left,

JULY 18

‘ Received & wire from Ben Hecht this
morning telling me that he was com-
ing to town to see about the publica-
tion of his new novel, “Gargoyles” and
about a play he has written in col-
laboration with Hermann Rosgze and J.
| P. McEvoy. Alta May Coleman
|and lsabe! Paterson came for us in a
car late this afterncon and took us for
a swim in the Sound and for a shore
dinner and dance afterward. Alta May
told me that the greatest pleasure she
| ind _had out of reading lately was out
| of Edward Lucas White's “Andivius
Hednlio.” “It's immense,” said Alta
May; “I got more kick out of it than
out of a dime novel. It has action and
pep; there are thrilling leopard hunts
and arena battles, and I learned more
about Roman life during the post-
Augustan emperors than I ever got 01_.11:.
| of a dozen histories. White is 8 Latin
| professor, [ understand, and he has
cerefully documented his work in just
sneh o way as to give you an excellent
idea of the munner in which the
Romans lived in thoze days. }'Iz_s other
aovel, “The Unwilling Veat.&_tl,’. is gond:
reading, too. I didn't find ‘El Supremo
uuite so intereating, but it is a lively,
entertaining and well written novel
just the same.”

|
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Psyching” Drama
By Will Cuppy
| PAYCHOA
By Smith Ely Jelliffe, M. 1., and Louine
Brink, A. B Nervous and Mentul Dls-
euss Publivhing Company,
HO would expect to find a
book full of highly stimu-
lating dramatic criticism
issued in brown paper cov-
ers ag No. J4 of the Ner-
vous and Mental Disease Monograph
Series? I would, for one, gince these
erudite treatises are always st the
same time brilliant and acute, as ia
also Dr. Jelliffe, a world figure in
psycho-analysis and not unacquainted
with literature, No, 84 is decidedly &
contribution to the gtudy of the drama.

Dramatic criticism? Let gleeping
dogmas lie, but I think “Psychoanalyais
and the Drama” is certainly that.
Tempus fugit, doea it not? There can
be no great critical merit any longer
in mere ignorance of the latest dis-
| coveries concerning the soul of man as
it dwells for the greater part in the un-
conscious, nor in the inability to han-
dle the technique of exploration in
that wast, thrilling territory.
sooner or later all those whose busi-
ness it is to diseuss that odd produect
of the unconscious, art, must make
their peace with Freud,

Dr, Jelliffe and his collaborator con-
slder the drama to be an important
psyehothernpeutic agent, serving as an
avenus of release for overcharged emo-
tiens, relieving the strain  of
pression, ministering to the psychic
needs of the multitude, a veritable
physician to mankind, a handmaid and
invaluable assistant to the psycho-
enalyst himself.

“Can you beat that!" one hears ex-
claim some astonished student of
William Archer. And you really can't,
for it seems to be quite true,

“The spectator,” we read, "need not
be consciously aware of the close re-
lution to himself of the problems pre-
sented in the drama. His intense in-
turest in their progress, their solution
{or the disaster that follows in their
train lies chiefly in the unconscious,
where his own problems largely lie
hidden. The mission of the drama is
to apply healins, sometimes through
the solution objectively presented or
perhaps only through the laying of
these open for a certain smount of

psychic ventilation.”
-

NO GREAT novelty ls claimed by the
authors or by the reviewer for this
starting point of theory, which is quite
within the scope and doctrine of the
re-Freudian intelligence. The stimu-
ating quallty of the study inheres
rather in the illumination, elaboration
i and further development of this point
| of view by the Freudian technique and
in ita application to nine plays that
have been produced on Broadway in
recent seasons, S-.u'e]i-1 any one who
can read at ell and who can raise £3
will not want to mias this bill of fara.
The bulk of the monograph consists
in the necessarily somewhat superficial
analysis of the leading dramatis per-
sona of the nina choten examples. The
plays, by the way, are “Magic, "Eyea
of Youth," “Peter Ibbetson,” “"Redemp-
tion,” “The Army With Banners,” "“The
| Willow Tree,” “Ths Yellow Jacket,”
{“Dear Brutus” and ‘“The Jest.” No one
| ean say that Dr. Jelliffa and Louise
| Brink are literary snobs.
| eppeal ns lies in certaln of these plays
| may lead to tho Eerusu! of No. 34 by
many persons who stand greatly in
need of an introduction of paycho-anal-
ysis, but whose inhibitions (so to
speak) prevent them from wading into
longer and heavier studies. For in-

|
|

almost theslogical rigidity from the
fates of the various heroes and hor-
rible examples encountered in the
plays. Those who still imagine that psy-
cho-analysts are loose persona should
read this bosk. The fact is, psycho-
analysis seems to be in the clutches of
an inflexible system of ethics based
upon the communal pood, which is
cunningly represented to be the only
true mesans of attaining individual
freedom and happiness. One dislikes
to fling the charge of plagiarism, but
this sounds suspiciously like the
Golden Rule. =

| AN spite of their wvictorious trans-
i valuations and disaociutjona. pey-
| cho-analysts in general are itrrply con-
vificed that the% know the difference
between right and wrong, good and
bad, although they do not resort to
the banality of these particular words.
They are likely to say “higher” and
“lower." And in consequence they
have not been able to shed many of
the old-fashisned virtues. Their sense
of duty, for example, lnwa.rd' the poor
neuvotio, is positively Philistine.

Bul Dr. Jelliffe and Louise Brink do
not condemn, They deplore. They
pity. They cure. With the aid of the
drama, be it noted._ Paradoxically,
they cure with the aid of the drama
which is mnot seldom produced by
those who, by the tenets of psycho-
analaysis, need nothing so urgently as
a thorough “psyching.” But  the
psychology of the artist, to mea the
most interesting phase of the develop-
ing psvcho-analytical study of litera-
ture, is barely mentioned in this mono-
graph. One longa to have Dr. Jelliffe
handle this fruitful subject, but at
present he is intent upon humanity
and the communal good.

Why ask for more, however, when
one is introduced into the secret places
in the hearts of the heroes .aml hero-
ines of the drama, the demigods and
goddesses we have so often laughed at
and suffered from? Who would have
thought that Wu Hoo Git, the manly
hero of “The Yellow Jacket,” had an
(Edipus complex? But he got over
it, thus illustrating the natural path of
gublimation, One had always sus-
pected ‘the daffodil of this ailment, but
it meems that his trouble was only

isaism, .
ns;;siinating Neri Chiaramentesi and
Giannetto, of *“The Jest, are sum-
moned up, but only to serve &s awfg]
examples of the effects of hate. We
must remember, however, that slthou_gh
the results of their exaggerated ill-
temper was rather tough on Neri and
Giannetto, the audience must have
achieved who knows what healing
catharsis from the laying open upon
the stage of horrific quantities of
Renaissance viciousness. The public
delight in abreacting its hatred of its
fellow men by watching the brothers
Barrymore hate each other was so ob-
vions and so distressing that I spent
several extremely pleasant evenings
at “The Jest" hating the audience.

NALYSIS AND THH DRAMA,

Yerily, |

- |
“Lytton Strachey Commwunes in Sleep with the Spirit of Queen Vie-|
| toria,” by Edmund Wilson jr., co-author with John Peale Bishop, of “The |
| Undertaker's Garden,” which Alfred A. Knopf will publish in the fall.

Te- |

Such popular | ug

stance, dramatists, And a eritic or
two.

The authors of No. 84 feel no hesi-
taney in drawing “morals’” of an|

CHARLES G. NORRIS

BRASS

A Novel of Marriage

The demand for 48 editions shows
.the widespread interest in this
penetrating novel,

§2.00 at any bookstore
E. P. Datton & Co., 681 5th Av., N. Y.

Paris News Letter

By Lewis
HE French Academy awarded
its novel prize for 1022 to
“IL'Homme Traqué” by Fran-
cis  Carco. One must have
. read Carco's novels to appre-
ciate the astonishment which swept
over the liternry world of Paris at
this announcement. It is not many
years aince the Academy repulsed Zoln
With the charge that he had degraded
humanity in his novels: to-day it pins
& rose on the historiographer of pan-
ders and public women, of the under-
world and its perversions.

Really, it requires something of an
effort to free one's sell of the idea that
the Academy is the protector ot
prudery and of “idées bien pensantes.”
For myself, 1 cannot regret the shock.
I'o vou see the American Academy
crowning, say, “Susan Lennox”? It
wans  Puul  Bourget, supported by
Maurice Harrés, who presented Carco
for the prize. Can you picture D. G.
Phillipa introduced into the august |
Senate of American learning flanked
by Henry James and W, D. Howells 7
It is & fair parallel.

Though not more deserving than a
half dozen other young novelist, Carco
merits a prize. He has a great deal of
talent for the kind of writlng done mo
perfectly by CharlesaLouis Phillips,
from whom, undoubtedly, he learned
A preat deal. His  books, llke
Philippe’s “Bubu  de Montparnasse'
and “Marfe Donadieu,” glve off the
atmosphere of the rainy nights and
glistening, wet pavements of Paris,
Tenderly and patiently, they expose
the miserable souls of those pauvres
boupres, the pander, the syphilitic
|laundress, the pervert, the slouching
| gunman, the prostitute, the Impecuntous
| 8tudent from the provinces,
|  Carco wrote an extraordinary novel
Iin “Jesus la Catlle,” the mosat success-
| ful story of the Montmartre apachea,
|and, except for its argot, the most
readable one, T know, This, with his
“Scénes de la vie de Montmartre” and
‘L'llquipe,” is far better work than
{“L'Homme  Traqué.” Tha latter ia
feeble Dostolevski; 1t {s the rewriting
|of a story done for all time in “Crime
tand Punishment.” But judge of it
!yourae!f.

- - -

A baker 13 haunted by the ides of a
jerime, One night he left the cellar
| where, solitary and taciturn, he worked
|befora his oven, and was gone nbout
twenty minutes—long enough to stran-
ele and rob & concierge of the quarter.
Ea;k in his cellar again, he saw a
string hanging from an air hola in the
sidewalk sbove and a few sous on the
ground. Mechanically he attached a
piece of bread to the string and picked
up the coins. A little later an un.
known hand pulled up the bread and
furtive steps hurried away in the night.
Thus far nothing extraovdinary. Tramps

| are prim_itivr.'. but they ere motivated
| by a epring which vibrates in the hu-

I'T

of both sexeas happen along every eve-
ning to aseuage their hunger with a
huge piece of hot bread, But the haker!
WAS nervous. Some one had coma dur- |
ing his absence, had called and ecalled |
again, gone away and returned. Some |
one knew of hia ahsence during those |
twenty minutes. Who waa it? |

he crime was discovered, A week
passed and one night a prostitute came
down to his caller. They looked at
one another, she and the baker, with|
a common understanding. She knew
his secret and she knew that he knew
of her knowledge. An irresistible at-
traction thus draws them together,
Their secret holds them and
them. Each lives in terror of the

gnaws |
other,

Their dialogue is vague, dark, incoher- |
ent snd filled with leaden silences.
They live an {nfernal life speaking

only of the “thing" without precision,
he denying in shadowy phrases, she
affirming as vaguely that the accusa-
tion was not in her mind. Their
dreams are haunted by frightful vi-
sions. She has returned out of curios-
ity; it deepens into pity, and when she
tries to share his burden he repulses
her with denial.
his distrust, she leaves him, They re-
turn one day simultaneously to the
scene of the crime and are taken by
the police.
. .
Thus the tale. 1t is excellently done,. |
Carco moves among these monstrosi-
ties (here as in other novels) with few
flaws of taste, without fatigue and with
splendid impudeur. Petronius would

|

Finally, revolted by |

|

have delighted in the elarity with

Galantigre
which he portrays personages analo-
gous to those of the Satyricon. But

hie falls far short of Dostoievaki, The
characters of “Crime and Punlshment”

man soul far more powerfully than
that fear of punishment and terror of
the police wgich move Carco’s baker
and prostitute—I mean the notion of
sin. This is an old-fashioned idea, and
I apologize for presenting it to read-
ers of an enlightened page., Neverthe-
less, the prevalence of this notion is
more general than some of us like to
believe, and its eradication slower than |
most readers of modern novels are
Aware,

- - L]
HE publication of the “I'rola Im-
postures” of P. J, Toulet has
drawn from Paul Souday an entertain-
ing portrait of their author, which T
paraphrase for you.

“Toulet's was a slngular destiny. He
was a creole, bern at Bourbon of
Bearnaise family, who spent twenty
years in Paris generally unobserved.
Ha went out only after dark, devoted
his nights to drinking highballs in
Eublic bars and slept all day, Some-
ody onve excited his Indignation by
invitlng him to luncheon and was qual-
ified a5 & person who did not know how
to live. Thess habits rather restrainad
the circle of hls acquaintance. He dis-
dained the publie, and the public ig-
nored him., For a long time the com-
panions of his nocturnal drinking bouts
and even his friends failed to take
him serlously. He never lacked W[t.!
but he was wlifully and naturally
paradoxical. His most familiar pleas-
antries were directed agninst the
French Revolution and the idea of de-
moeracy. Hoe was avidly interested In
colonial politics, and spoke of it econ-
stantly, but his preachments about men
of action were by no mischanee trans-
lated into practice.

Une wonders when ha worked; he
was the pattern of an amateur. Neve
ertheless he published, at great inter-
vals, a few small, witty and curious
volumes. Collaborating with tha joy-
ous Curnenski, he write “Monsgieur
du Pour, homme publique,” “Le Ma-
riage de Don Quichotte," “Mon Ami
Nane" and “Tendres ménages,” which
won for him a pretty reputation as
ironist and writer. Later, a number
of young men became fascinated by
his intellectual and corporeal atti-
tudes, his sinuous, ceiled thinness, his
irascible temper, the dogmatism with
which, over his whisky and soda, he
pronounced his saggressive and face-
tious oracles, He had admirers to
whom he becama a great man. These
ha left suddenly, going to Guéthary in
an attempt to secure from nature a
new lining fer his stomach. After a
few years he died. Among his quali-
fications for {mmortality are atheism
and misogyny, and his “Trois Impos-
tures,” now posthumously published,
refers to friends, women and gods,

The Goneourt Prize Novel will be
named one of theee days. T present
Martin du Gard’s “Le Cahier Gris' and
(if short stories are acceptable) Mo-
rand's “Ouvert la Nuit.” The latter
is to ba published in English in the
autumn by Chapman & Dodd, a new
English firm, in a translation by Ezra
Pound. “Tendres Stocks” will be
published in a Pound translation at
the same time. I dare hope that the
manuseript translation which 1 have
seen will have been revised, and that,
by way of example, “portiers galon-
nés"” will not be printed in English ss
“embroidered portiers.”

. o .

Morand will publish “Fermé 1a Nuit”
shortly. He has in preparation a
fourth collection of tales, one of which
I heard read from manuseript the other |
evening. It idg ecalled “La femme!
agenouillée,” a delicate and humorous
story written with that gift of vivid
metaphor and evidence of miraculous-
ly alert observation which appear in
all hia books, No story-teller de-
ecribes so well what he sees aa Morand,
nor depends so entirely for his sue-
cess upon the thing really seen. On
the other hand, few writers of Mo-
rand’s distinction are so feeble in pure
imagination as he. The quality for
which T am most grateful, however, is
that he never raises a moral issue.
What an unruffled life he must live!

tracing
It is a

This 1s an Appleton Book

he GLIMPSES
of the MOON

Mrs. Wharton relates the ma_n:iag_e of two
young people whose social position is secure,
but whose fortunes are prccarmun_mdeed.
The experiences and the temptations of
- these two are filled with the glamour of
the extravagant life of their circle, nn_d
Mrs, Wharton exhibits her deftest art in

Edith Wharton's masterpiece,

EDITH
WHARTON

Author of
“The Age of Innocence”

displays the supreme
height of her art in
her new novel.

the devious course of their love.
wonderful novel, one that ranks as

$2.00 at all booksellers.
1. Appleton & Company

The Ten liest Sellers

The best scllera at Brentano's
during the last week were:
FICTION
“The Vehement Flame,” b
gatet Deland (Harper). Thse ro-
manca of a middle-aged bride and

youthful husband destroyed by jeal-
ousy. s

“Tho Secret Places of tha Heart,”
by H. G, Wells (Macmillan). The
erotic difficulties of a middle-aged
man,

Mar-

“The Beautiful and Damned," by
F. Seott Fitzgerald (Scribner). An
arraignment of the prosent genera-
tion,

“House of Peril,” by Louls Tracy
(E. J. Clode). Detective story.

“Covered Wagon,” by Emerson
Hough (Appleton). A novel of plo-
neer days,

“Ravenedene Court,”
Fletcher (Knopf). Myste

"Adrienne Toner,” by Anna Doug-
Ins  Sedgwick (Houghton, Mifin).
Study in feminine selfishness.

“The Garden Party,” by Katherine
Mansfield (Knopf).  Collection of
notable short stories,

“One Man and His Times,* by El-
len Glasgow (Doubleday-Pa ), A
gelf-mads nan against a bac ground

of Virginlan life.

“Mr, Prohack,” by Arnold Bennett
(Doran). A humorous and mellow
tale of a man who ncquired riches.

GENERAL
‘Up Btream,” by Ludwig Lewisohn
(Boni & Liveright). Autoblography
of a literary man who met with
anti-Semitic prejudices,

“The Days That Are No More,” by
Princess Pauline Metternich (Dut-
;,;p}. Memories of Austrian court

8,

by I. 8.
ry and love,

“The Firat Milllon tha Hardeat,"
¥ A Farquhar (Doubleday,
Page). An autobiography of a man
who wanted millions and made them,

“Memoirs of the Crown Prince of
Germany” (Scribner's), Iis view of
the situation,

“The Opinions of Anatols France,”

by Paul Gaeil {Kno?f). Record of
France's conversation with his
friends.

“The Private Character of Queen

Elizabeth,” by Frederiek Chamber-
lain (Dodd, Mead). Evidence ad-
duced to prove that the Virgin
Queen really was.

“Tramping With a Poet in the
Rockies,” by Stephen Graham (Ap-

platon). Accounts of a hiking trip
with Vaehel Lindsay.

“On Life and Letters,” by Anatole
France (Lane). Translation of the
third series of France's literary
essays.

“Afoot in FEngland” by W. H.
Hudson (Enopf). Essays on nature
by o great stylist.

“Plots and Personalities,” by Btos-

son and Downey (Century). Hinta
for short story writers.

A Puritan’s Life

THE LIFE OF DONALD G, MITCHELL
(LIE MARVEL)., By Waldo H Dunn.
Charlas Seribngs's Bona.

HE time has psssed when “Tha
Reveries of s Bachelor'' eould
be found in almost eavery

pro-sw family library. However, Ik

Marvel's essays have undoubtedly won

the author many admirers who will
enjoy Professor Dunn's highly en-
thusiastie blography.

Donald G. Mitchell's quiet and re-
tiring personality ls pretty fully re-
vealed by the numerous letters and
personal anecdotes which have been

{dug out by the industry of the bi-

ographer. He belongs to what may be
called the genteel tradition in Ameri-
can letters. He sets forth the most
generally accepted moral and intel-
lectual wveluss in a clear pross style,
which 1z relieved by frequent touches
of whimsical sentimentality. It is
difficult to accept without important
reservations Professor Dunn's very
high estimate of Mitcheil's literary
achievements.

Ik Marvel's Intellectual vlawpoint
was decldedly overballasted with purl-
tanical limitatlons and inhibitions.
When he visited Parls in 1845 he was
shocked at “the amount of vice that
abeolutely basks in the sunshine of
popular favor.” He apparently had
little conception of tha city's algnifi-
cance as the cultural capital of the
world,

The author gives an excellent con-
secutive account of Mr. Mitchell's life.
He shows Mr. Mitchell as & courageous
figure, struggling through life man-
fully under a double burden of debt
and physieal disability,

“The Mercy of Allah”

HE most effective weapon in the
equipment of the satiriat ia

good humor, Moral indigna-
tion, albeit

ho
|and thus disconcerts the alm,

tha hand of the marksman, and, what 1
still more important, wins fer him the
partisanship of the bystanders. Per-
| haps this is one rengon why Hilalre

| Belloe has scored, In the past, such n|

highi numbed of hits in his Jovial
of our civilization. He apparently

does not take dellberate aim and his

s the sharp barb of the arrow that
they wing true in ita flight toward the
center of the target.

Hia latest book,
Allah™ (Appleton) is s worthy sue-
cessor to “Dr. Caliban" and *“Mr.
Burden.” Belloo tells the story of tha

“The Merey of

erusade against the follles and foibles |

By Howard Irving Young

Never once during his adventurous
careerr has his faith {n the watchful
help of a meroiful God wavered; ne®

8 praiseworthy | even when he fell inte the hands of
virtue, causes the hand to tremble with | the law

yers and was stripped of &ll

nest passion when the bow {8 rajsed his worldly gooda did he lome con-
But:ﬁdﬂnca in the bellef that the Mercy of
lgm:ud humor elears the eye and steadies | Allah wwould bring discomfiturs to hia

persecutors and show him the way to
trick the gold from their purses.
L]

L] »
HE merry recital of Mahmound's
finanelal exploita, with ita over

tones of noble platy, stows a strong
resemblance to the pronunciementos
and published interviews of our mod-
ern millionalres. But when the ven-

weapons often appear too light to|erable merchant tells, with charming
carry far, but within his feathery jests | {rankness, of the startling methoda by

which he seized control of & river's
ferries and bridges, cornerad the pip-
kin market, engineered a real estats
boom and tfinanced both sides of a war,
the resembtlonce coases. Wa may ree-
ognize in this exposs of the trads se-
crets of an anclent Bagdad capitalist

the clever devices of present-day
finance, but Mahmoud's engaging can-
dor is quite forelgn to the apirit of dur
own merchant princes,

Mahmoud's deteiled account of his
insuguration of banking methods (a 1a
Ponzi) in & backward community,
whers gold pleces were the only form
of currency untll his “money made of
paper” transferrad mil the “hard
money” to his own coffers {s one of
the most hilarious bits of satire in the
book.

“The Mercy of Allah” s not only an

pllgrimages of ons Mahmoud along the
rond to riches. Mahmoud {s a high
sheik of finance {n the Olty of Bagdad,
in the reign of the great Caliph, Ahd-
| er-Rahman, and §s possessed of such
enormous wealth that “his lightest ex-
'.pruslnnn of opinion cause the mar-
kets of the Euphratea to flurtuats in
|the most alarming manner” This rlch
| merchant _has an i{mpecun!cus brother, |
|8 healer of the sick, who seaks for his
seven sons some share of thelr elderly
uncle’s tremendous fortune. But |
Mahmoud declares that, in his opinion,
|“a man's first duty is to his own chil-
|dren, and though I have mno children
myself, I must observe ths general
rule.”

millionalre. It {8 & compendiom of
the secrsts of financlal jogglery, dis-
torted only slightly In the transpesi-
tion from modern times to the days of
the Grand Cslipha, The form which
Ballooc has chosen is excellent. The
modern scens appears in humorous per-
spective, without losing iIn detal],
when viewed from an Arablan oasis
through the lenses of twelve centuries,
The book is an effective lampoon on
contemporary business methods and

However, in llau of making thess
nephews his helrs, he promises to
award them the unlgue distinction and
potential sdvantage of hearing from
his own lips the story of hia lifs. He
declares that it {s a combination of
two things that haa brought him to his
finnl goal of beneficent wealth and
benevolent power: “the unceasing sp-
petite to snatch and held from gll and
|at every season” and “that profound
| mystery, the Mercy of Allah.”

that genia]l English satirist,
~ Light Verse and Wistful

| By Milton Raison

|THE YALE RECORD BOOXK OF VEREBH
|  Yais University Press,

I VIGILE, By Allne Kllmer., Ths Gsorge
| H., Doran Company.

T A first glance the above
books of verse may eeem en-
tirely inharmonious. But
they are gllled by a bond of

lightneas that amounts to colleglate
burlesque {3 one and wistfulness in the
other. “The Yala Record Book of Verse”
is complled from poems firat published
in “The Yale Record” for the last fifty
years. William Lyons Phelps is a typi-
ca] introduction says that “it {s as nat-
ural for undergraduates to writs verte
as It is for them to sing In a shower
bath., All boys are poets at heart.” A
heppy phrase, and hs leaves the fleld
for tha boys to prove it. Stephen Vin-
|cent Benet seems to be most repre-
isented. His “Game and the Poets,” a
| parody on Horace, Burns and Mazefisld,
| ia the best thing in the book.
{“From "8 to nineteen blank
!My conduct was described as rank.”
The verse through the entirs book ia
funnier and more facile than any of | §
such self-conselous humorists as Clem- | &
ent Wood and Arthur Guiterman. Take
“The Dyspeptic Cannibal” who mourns
that “to eat a missionary was the acme
of insanity. You can't keep & good
man down.” TUndergraduates are at
their best when writing humorous
versa, When they try their hand at
serfous stuff they usually let loose too
much anguish. This book contains

Mrs. Ellmsr’s book 1s more even. Per-
haps ths moet typleal poem In the bogk
is “Tour de Force.”

Smilingly out of my pain,

I have woven a little song;

You may take it away with vou.
I shell not see yon agaln,
But when you have learnad
through
It will keep yon brave and stron:.
I wove it out of my pain:
Thers i3 not & word of {t true.

The finest things in thes book are the
children songs. Not even John Farrar
can beat Mrs, Kilmer {n that field. 1
heve never sebn better children poems
than “To m ChLild Bhut in a Bedroom."
“Tribute,” “Song Agminst Children,”
“The Touch of Tears” and “Charmian’s
Seng” Mrs. Hilmer s undoubtedly
better mcquainted with children than
John Farrar.
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verse anthologles.

I think that Aline Eflmer has cap-
tured the quality of wistfulness better
than any other woman poet. The make-
up of this wistfulness is a difficult
thing to describe, Very little of the
verse is sentimental. Al]l of it s gin-
cere, a striking fact. Though not smo
full and facile as the verse of Sara
Teasdale or Edna 8t. Vincent Millay,
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“an absorbing, illumi-
vital story of life.”

MAaRrGARET DELAND'S
Distincuisuep New NoveL

VEHEMENT FLAME

a story of American life by an eminent American author,
is now the best selling book in the country. The public
has received it with the same warm praise that
the'critics accorded. H. L. Pangborn, in The
New York Herald, says it is “her finest
book-—a great achievement.” Henry

van Dyke, in The New York Times,
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emusing carlcature of a self-mads

aconomic theories, presented with great
goe dhumor and the ebuilient wit that
is so characteristia of all the work of




